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	1. Sympathy For The Devil

This takes place immediately following Lucifer's and Amenadiel's scuffle on the beach in episode 1x07 "Wingman" and goes from there. Every chapter is a song title. Any feedback is greatly appreciated. Thank you and enjoy!

Song: Sympathy for the Devil by The Rolling Stones

* * *

><p>"Lucifer?" Chloe called out as she stepped off the gleaming elevator into his flat. "I feel bad about how we left things," she continued, "at the auction." She glanced around the beautiful and always immaculate flat, her fingers ever so lightly sliding across the ivory keys on the piano next to the bar. Chloe finally spotted the back of his head barely peeking over the top of a leather chair turned and faced towards the city lights.<p>

Her approach was slow, half mesmerized by the view, half by the way he still hadn't responded to anything she had said so far. "Lucifer?" she tried again as she finally approached him, noticing how heavy his shoulders looked and how he was so boneless sitting in the chair it was amazing he hadn't just slid onto the floor.

"What-" she gasped out in a strangled voice when she finally came around the front of him.

He was wearing the same Armani tux from earlier but the bowtie was now undone and hanging loosely around his neck. His clothes were smeared with dirt, sand, and blood and heavily wrinkled. His shoes were still on but scuffed now, contrasting with the brightly polished floor beneath them. A glass of scotch was clutched in his right hand, a cigarette between two fingers lightly burning and sending smoke up his arm.

"Lovely, isn't it?" he bit out, no humor present. His left eye was bruising quickly and slightly swollen, a large cut across his cheekbone and dried blood under his nose and on his lips and chin. The gel was long gone from his hair, which now stuck up at odd angles. It was the first time ever Chloe hadn't seen him look suspiciously perfect and to say it was unsettling was a gross understatement.

"Oh my God, what happened?"

The tall and disheveled man let out a sharp bark of laughter, "Answered your own question love!" His fingers tightened around the tumbler in his grip and he drained the remaining amber liquid before hurling the glass at the wall to his left. The glass shattered into a million pieces, scattering across the floor but Lucifer paid no mind.

Chloe jumped at the noise and chewed her lip momentarily, her legs carrying her over to the man that was worming his way into her life more and more every day. "Are you alright?" she asked softly.

"Do I look bloody alright?" he shouted angrily, jumping to his feet and towering over her small frame. It was a stand of and both were so stubborn that it lasted several tense seconds. Lucifer broke first, deflating slightly and sighing. "Fine. It'll be gone by morning, benefits of being the Devil I suppose."

"Right… But that's not what I meant," she finished and stood up on her tippy toes to better assess the damage. "Who did this?"

His jaw clenched and he tossed the almost out cigarette down on the floor and walked over to the window, his face mere millimeters from the glass separating him from the street four floors below. He continued to stare, his breathing labored and coming out only from behind clenched teeth. He was so lost in thought that he never even noticed the other person in the room momentarily leave before returning a few minutes later with a damp cloth.

"You don't have to talk about it but please let me get you cleaned up," Chloe offered, her hand grabbing onto his bicep and squeezing. "Your nose is still bleeding."

He finally turned and stared down at her, contempt in his gaze for only a fraction of a second until their eyes met. His dark gaze shifted to something warmer and his jaw relaxed, "Yes I- thank you."

She led him by the hand to the couch and sat down next to him before her hand rose and she began to wipe away the blood from his various wounds, waiting for a flinch but never finding one. "I came here to apologize," she began. "I can't pretend to understand why the wings meant so much to you, but if we're really friends, it- it should be enough just knowing that they did. Did you ever find them?"

He tensed a fraction; "I did, but alas I found I didn't need them anymore. Other partied begged to differ."

She stopped her ministrations, "Did your brother do this?"

A heavy, bone deep sigh escaped his split lip. "And they say I'm the one filled with wrath." He stopped speaking when the cloth in her hand approached his chin and finally his lips.

Chloe wiped off the last little bit of blood and traced his lower lip with her thumb, "It's cut pretty deep but should heal fine." When she met his eyes her fingertips began to wander, ever so gently brushing across his cheek. "Your eyes are so dark, I swear they look black." Without noticing she had almost completely climbed onto his lap to clean his face and even after inspecting his injuries her hand was still on his stubble covered jaw.

Lucifer sat still, either unwilling or unable to move under his female companions exploration of his features. He swallowed thickly, his adam's apple bobbing nervously and parted his lips. "Chloe-"

As if burned Chloe suddenly jumped from his lap and cleared her throat. "I am so sorry," she began. "I should really get home and check on Trixie."

Lucifer stood and scoffed, his arms waving angrily. "That's it? That's the excuse you're going with? Oh bravo detective, bravo," he clapped sarcastically.

She whipped around with fire in her gaze and her hands clenched into fists. "Don't. Don't take out everything that happened to you today on me. We both had a very long day and we're going to leave it at that."

Lucifer opened his mouth but she was already grabbing her purse and heading for the elevator. She pressed the button with more force than necessary and stepped inside, only turning as the doors began to close. "Goodnight Lucifer."

* * *

><p>All night Chloe had tossed and turned, dreams of Lucifer and those amazing looking wings and nightmares about burning red eyes and blood entering her muddled mind. When she finally woke for the day she was surprised to find the sun already up and stretched. Giggling from downstairs made her smile softly.<p>

Rolling onto her back she forced herself out from under the warm down covers and slipped on a light robe to see what Trixie was up to downstairs. Her jaw dropped halfway down the stairs when she saw not only her daughter watching cartoons but also another figure sitting next to her on the couch.

"Why are all these bloody people naked?"

Trixie giggled, "You're funny."

Lucifer shot her a disproving glare and held up a Barbie doll in his right hand and a Ken in his left. "Where are their clothes? Unless they're prostitutes," his eyes lit up, "Which would explain how they can afford convertibles and mansions and such." He lifted the doll slightly, "I'm onto you wench."

"What's a prostitute?" Trixie asked innocently.

"That would be a question for Detective Dou-, dad, a question for your dad. Now answer my question small spawn, do these tiny people have clothing or is your mother not able to provide them with such?" He gasped dramatically, "Oh you poor dear, you mother's poor. I'll tell Maze to get some at once," he rambled as he eyed the dolls with uncertainty. "Why is the male a eunuch?"

Chloe smiled serenely before snapping out of her early morning haze at the last question. "Lucifer what are you doing here?" she barked, finishing her decent down the stairs.

He turned and blessed her with a gorgeous smile, "Good morning Detective! Maybe you can answer some questions for me in regards to your offspring's play things."

"Not before you answer me, why are you in my house?" she demanded, her arms crossing over her chest defensively.

He stood to face her better and she couldn't help but admire his tailored suit and long legs, the way he always looked so effortlessly put together.

"Why, I was invited by young Beatrice of course."

Chloe's piercing glare switched to her daughter and the child hurriedly explained, "I wanted you to sleep in mommy and I got lonely."

"Yes mummy," Lucifer chimed in looking all of the cat who ate the canary. "She was bored so she invited her friend Lucifer over to show him her tribe of small naked civilians. Speaking of we really need to discuss their clothing situation further detective, maybe over breakfast? Breakfast in bed perhaps?" he finished with a leer.

Chloe closed her eyes and blew out a breath before forcing a smile, "Trix, honey? Can you go brush you hair and get dressed for the day please?" At the child's nod and disappearance she walked up to Lucifer. "What were you two doing?"

Her tone was sharp and his eyes narrowed at the insinuated insult. "You know I would never hurt you or your offspring. I'm not evil, I _punish_ evil. You should know that by now."

"I know, I know," she offered softly. "It just scares me that Trix lets people in while I'm sleeping."

"Understandable but I'm not people, I'm the Devil." His grin was infectious. "Now about breakfast, I was thinking something…" his dark eyes fell to her lips. "Sweet."

"Trixie, Chloe? Where you guys at?" Dan shouted from the door. As soon as he noticed the other occupant he glared. "What the hell are you doing here?"

Lucifer's smile instantly transformed to a sneer, his body spinning gracefully to greet the man. "Really Chloe, you need to invest in some sort of lock. People just barging in here, it's not right."

"Like you?" she deadpanned at Lucifer before calling for Trixie, "Daddy's here baby."

Dan finished his approach to the pair and asked his ex-wife again, "What's he doing here?"

"Well we were having a discussion about breakfast before you so rudely stormed in," Lucifer interrupted. "Don't you know how to knock or is that too advanced for you?"

Chloe placed a soft hand on Lucifer's sleeve and looked at her ex-husband. "Lucifer came over for breakfast, Trixie invited him."

"You stay away from my daughter," Dan ordered, his finger pointing up to Lucifer's face. "I don't know what your end game is but you keep my baby girl the hell out of it."

"Believe me Detective Douche, when your offspring is in my presence she is the safest child on this Earth. Heaven nor Hell would dare lay a hand on her," Lucifer all but growled, his eyes taking on a slightly maniacal glint.

Trixie chose that moment to reappear and ran over to Lucifer, attaching herself to his leg and making him try to pull away with a look of confusion and disgust. "It's touching me. Detective Decker it's touching me!"

Chloe rolled her eyes and handed Dan their daughter's lunchbox, "Trix that's enough of a hug, we don't want to scar Lucifer to badly."

Trixie smiled brightly up at the overly tall man and giggled when he patted her uncomfortably on the head, "Off with you then little hell spawn."

After the father daughter duo left Chloe arched a brow at the one remaining person. "Trixie's gone now Lucifer, you can go home now."

He scoffed, his hand rising to his chest in disbelief. "That's the thanks I get, for keeping your heir safe? What about my payment?"

Chloe sipped the warm brew she had previously poured into her cup and laughed, "What are you talking about?"

"I babysat your offspring! I accept many forms of payment, sins of the flesh work best…" he smirked.

He had expected more of a battle, to be thrown out just like the numerous times before but instead of rebuffing him she simply took a step towards him, softly grabbed his face and kissed his cheek.

Lucifer didn't move a muscle, only his eyes following hers. All humor was gone from his face in an instant, in its place a curious and hopeful spark.

Chloe pulled away a fraction, her hand still on his almost too warm cheek and let her eyes wander over his face from the stubble on his chin to his dark eyes and long lashes. "Lucifer I…"

A shrill ring broke the silence making the two jump, Lucifer stepping back and staring in contempt at the heavens. "Damn it all to Hell!"

Chloe reached for her phone and answered quickly, her mind scrambled as she tried to watch Lucifer and listen to the call. The former was pacing around looking uncertain and frazzled, a look she hadn't seen before and wasn't sure if she liked or not. By the time she ended the call it was like nothing had happened, his hands were stuffed into his pockets and he was looking at her expectantly.

"What new case awaits us? People to punish and all, lets go. Chop chop."

She nodded slowly still trying to figure out what was happening between last night and this morning. "Let me get dressed and before you ask no, I don't need any help. I'll meet you in the car."

"If you insist," he replied with a small bow and a lecherous grin. After turning she heard him softly singing, "_As heads is tails just call me Lucifer 'cause I'm in need of some restraint_."


	2. Friend Of The Devil

A/N: I love angst, I love writing it and reading it but try as I might I _cannot_ get this to go anywhere but Fluffytown. There will be some drama and some hurt/comfort though because smooth sailing is just plain boring. Thank you all for reading, reviewing, favoriting, and alerting, it means the world to me!

Song: Friend of the Devil by Grateful Dead

* * *

><p>The car ride was silent for the first mile, Chloe not knowing exactly what to say and Lucifer for once sitting still and staring out the windshield. It was starting to wear on her, he was being entirely too respectful. Time for an intervention, a sassy Lucifer was the preferred to this quiet one.<p>

"What is it with you and Dan?"

Lucifer whipped around to face her at the sudden and seemingly random question. "Detective Douche? I simply don't understand how such an idiotic oaf managed to not only catch your eye but somehow carry on a relationship."

She frowned slightly, "So you give him a hard time because we were in a relationship?" Her eyes brightened and she grinned, "Are you jealous Lucifer?"

He scoffed and crossed his arms, "Of that little twit? Preposterous."

Try as she may she could not get her grin to fade in the slightest, "Not of him, "

Lucifer cut in, "Well I'd bloody hope not! I'm infinitely more handsome, rich, successful, and intelligent. I'm practically a walking fantasy."

"-but the fact that he was in a relationship with me."

At this the man finally quieted and turned to fully look at his female companion. His eyes took in her beautiful face and trouble making grin and he sighed.

Chloe prepared herself; she had been waiting for this moment, for them to talk about everything that had happened recently and where it was going. She didn't know what she wanted him to say but she was excited for the possibilities good or bad, for Lucifer to finally open up.

"Have you always been this conceited or is this a recent development? Not everything is about you Detective."

Or not.

Chloe groaned, "Yes Lucifer, it's always about me."

"Good on you to admit it. Now tell me about the case."

Lucifer only half listened to what she was saying instead wondering what was happening between them. She was immune to his charms and influence, that much was painfully obvious, so what was the source of these sudden bold moves of hers? It couldn't be actual feelings, could it? Did he want to get involved with his only real friend, would it change things for the better or would he be better to just leave it alone? "I need to call Maze."

Chloe arched a brow, "Have you been listening to anything I just said?"

"To all the boring details? No, not really." He pulled out his phone and as soon as the car pulled up to the crime scene he jumped out and quickly walked away.

"Maze."

"_Duh."_ Came the reply after only a couple rings.

Lucifer pursed his lips, "I believe I'm developing something, something atrocious and I'm wondering what to do with it."

"_Oh hell, is it contagious? You're getting too mortal and with all the sex…"_

"What? No! Feelings, for Detective Decker."

The line was silent for a full minute, _"I thought we weren't talking."_

"I haven't forgiven you, and you will be dealt with at some point as will my brother but for right now I need you Mazikeen." As a last resort he continued on, his voice dropping to a whisper "I made you, for me. Nothing will ever change that. You'll always be the Devil's right hand."

A sigh filled the line._ "So feelings huh? Sounds gross."_

"Why do I even try?" he groaned. "I'd be better off asking Dr. Linda."

"_Ok, ok. So you have, ugh, feelings? Just go for it Lucifer, you're the one that wanted to be here and in charge of your own life. Take charge. You wanted to act like a human, well humans fall in love. Gross, sticky, carnivorous love."_

Lucifer's eyebrows drew together, "I'll admit I'm not the first to understand everything mortal, but I'm quite sure those adjectives don't apply in this instance. Any who ta-ta." He slid his phone in his pocket and nodded, yes he would act on these so called _feelings._

"So what do we have here?" he asked with a mega watt smile, appearing at Chloe's side inside the old warehouse.

"A double homicide, try not to look so happy," Chloe explained, her attention on the bodies and not on her partner. "Did you talk to Maze?"

He nodded once and if possible his grin seemed to intensify. "I did! I've come to a conclusion on a bit of a dilemma that's been vexing me as of late. Now I only have to figure out how to execute." His tone had dropped into something smoother, something that forced her to turn and look at him.

She swallowed as his eyes seemed to darken even more and take on a predatory glint. Forcing herself to turn back again she noticed a shimmer on a railing and tried to reach for it, her hand barely brushing against the steel. "Ugh, does someone have a ladder?"

The uniforms scattered to begin searching but Lucifer only stepped forward with outstretched arms. "At your service love!"

Without warning she was suddenly thrust into the air, her feet dangling. She gasped as long nimble finger grabbed her waist and lifted her effortlessly into the air. Trying to ignore her rapidly beating heart at the strangely intimate move she peered at the railing and grabbed at what looked to be an earring. "Hmm."

Instead of letting her go Lucifer simply lowered her slightly and peered over her shoulder. "Well share with the class, don't leave us here shivering in anticipation."

The small item shone brightly in her hand, the light reflecting as she rolled it between her fingers. "It's an earring, and it looks real. Why would this be up here?"

"Dammit Lucifer put her down!" a voice boomed.

To no ones surprise he didn't comply, not even bothering to turn and properly address their newest arrival. "Ah Detective Douche, always the buzz kill."

"Is there any particular reason his hands are on you Chloe?" Dan demanded.

Chloe rolled her eyes and tried to get down, finally whacking Lucifer in the chest and forcing him to release his firm yet gentle grip. "I couldn't reach something so Lucifer- you know what? No, it doesn't matter. What do you need?"

"Found out where the victims were last seen," he answered briskly and flipped open his notebook to relay the details.

Lucifer took in the pair, huddled closely together reading the information and speaking about the victims and where to start. Something in him felt heavy when he watched them together, a feeling that settled deep in him and filled him with dread. "Curious," he whispered and prodded lightly at his flat stomach wondering where it was coming from and what in particular has caused it.

Chloe instantly noticed her partner's actions. "You ok?"

"Yes," he answered quickly. His hands disappeared into his pockets as he rocked back and forth on his heels in a show of nonchalance. "Just reveling in the human experience."

* * *

><p>"Another case closed, I believe congratulations are in order." Lux was full, bodies dancing and alcohol flowing freely, the music setting a dark and sinful tone over the club. Everyone seemed in a partying mood except for two figures tucked in at the very far end of the bar.<p>

Chloe grinned, "Why thank you," and clinked her glass to Lucifer's. "And as much as it chaps me to say it I couldn't have done it without you."

"Well of course not," he agreed silkily. "I am quite the puzzle solver recently, aren't I?" He downed the last of his drink and set the glass down, "Maze! Another."

Chloe smiled and looked around, "I don't think she's here."

"Where in the me did she get off to," he wondered before wiggling his brows, "Or with whom did she get of to." He laughed when his partner rolled her eyes and stood to lean over and grab the bottle on the other side of the marble bar. His face dropped when he saw it was empty. "Well damn."

Chloe hiccuped and burst out laughing, knowing she was much more intoxicated than she had realized. "I should really be getting home."

"Home?" Lucifer scoffed. "The night is young Detective, I have more upstairs." He stood and ushered her to the elevator, "Come, come."

Upstairs Chloe collapsed into the couch letting out a groan at how lovely it felt against her tired bones. A pleasant sigh escaped her lips and she allowed her eyes to fall shut. "Feels so good."

Lucifer chose that moment to appear over the back of the couch with a grin and a glass of scotch. "Yes it does, as do I. Would you like to lie on me perhaps? I can elicit much more pleasant noises out of you than this piece of furniture." She didn't respond and he realized she had fallen asleep. With a soft smile he grabbed a blanket and threw it over her, taking care to tuck it under her legs and softly ran his knuckles over her smooth skin.

Not wanting to leave her alone and finding he wasn't tired in the slightest he sat in the closest chair and took a sip of his drink, his eyes peering over the top of his tumbler at his house guest. She was an enigma, what was it about her that his powers of persuasion didn't work? Nothing seemed to work on her yet here she was on his couch and he wasn't doing a damn thing about it. Chloe was intoxicated, tired, and in his home. His mojo might not work on her but he had no doubt he could have everything he wanted with just a little push but the thought revolted him. He could never harm her, lie to her, could never imagine doing anything to upset her. She was his weakness, and the thought terrified him.

* * *

><p>Chloe yawned widely and stretched before opening her eyes, her heart suddenly racing at the fact she wasn't in her bed and didn't remember how she had gotten here. After waking a little and realizing she was in Lucifer's flat, and thankfully fully clothed and alone, she removed the blanket from herself and stood to find him.<p>

Sunlight was barely streaming through the space, just peaking over the horizon and she couldn't help but stop and admire the view. It was quite and peaceful here, two words she didn't think really applied to Lucifer. Speaking of.

She knew roughly where the bedroom was, having seen him retreat to it a few times and emerge, naked. A large door met her, black in color and gleaming like the rest of the apartment. It was slightly ajar which she took as in invitation and her hand curled around the wood and pushed slightly to see if he was in.

Lucifer was laid across his bed, still dressed in yesterday's clothes minus his shoes and jacket and snoring softly. His hair was starting to curl slightly from moving and he lifted his arm above his head revealing a sliver of pale smooth skin above his slacks. Just as she was about to fully enter Maze exited the in suite bathroom looking a little tousled. They could only stare at each other with wide eyes, Chloe opening her mouth but never getting anything out before Maze forcefully grabbed her arm and drug her from the room.

"Whatever you're thinking, stop," the bartender ordered.

Chloe crossed her arms defensively, "And what, pray tell, am I thinking? That Lucifer just slept with you while I was on his couch? That I actually thought for a second he had changed in the last few weeks? He'll always be a playboy. I'm out of here."

"He called me," Maze whispered harshly.

"And that makes it better?" Chloe seethed as she grabbed her coat and purse off the bar.

Fed up Mazikeen walked over and cornered the blonde, "I don't know what he sees in you but you better listen up. I live for Lucifer; he is my everything and if you break him I will rip apart everything you are. He called me, to talk about _you._"

"Oh."

"Yeah, _oh_," Maze sneered. "Better watch it kitten, I've got bigger claws."

The elevator slid open and Maze stepped on, the look on her face daring Chloe to follow her.

"Leaving so soon Detective?"

Chloe whipped around to find Lucifer standing only a foot away, a lost and almost hurt expression on his face. "No, I-"

He smiled tightly, "Yes, just having a quick chat with Maze before setting off."

Dammit, he had heard everything. "Lucifer-"

"You sure painted quite a picture didn't you? Do you really think so lowly of me that I would bed another while you were here in my home under my watch?" he asked through gritted teeth. "I guess you really don't know me."

Chloe sighed and rubber her hand across her forehead. "I'm sor-"

"I'd like you to leave now."

He was breathing harshly, staring down his nose at her and his eyes, instead of being filled with rage, looked almost mournful. "You're just like all the others."

Instead of trying to fix it she turned and walked to the elevator, each step echoing louder than the last.


	3. A Girl Like You

A/N: Thank you all for reading, reviewing, favoriting, and alerting, it truly means a lot that you're all enjoying it!

Song: A Girl Like You by Edwyn Collins

* * *

><p>Lucifer Morningstar was a very powerful man.<p>

To the humans and animals roaming the earth to the demons and damned souls in hell, everyone bent to his will. It wasn't simply that he deserved it, which he did, but that he demanded it. With simply a look or a clench of his jaw people knew they had crossed the wrong man, that there was a very good chance they would never get to learn from their mistake and live to die another day. It wasn't even just fear that motivated people and demons around him; he was just as sweet as he was sinister. A whisper of a few well chosen words and women and men alike seemed to melt, a handsome grin charmed even the toughest soul.

Even the angels in heaven showed him a begrudging respect, only the archangels not cowering when he noticed them. He was beautiful, his father's first and favorite son and it showed. Every feature on his face was sharp and precise, every limb long and lean yet powerful, and his wings- his wings were the things of legend. Every feather placed with love, gleaming and shining with divinity and power.

Until he had burned them in a fit of rage, a move many angels assumed he regretted on more than one occasion.

All in all the world, underworld or mortal, was his oyster and that was why he found himself walking down the boulevard playing with his Pentecostal coin and humming a steady tune. He was done with feeling mortal, powerless and pathetic. He was ready to reclaim whom he once was, before he met a certain detective that had rendered him incapacitated in more ways than one and proven that she held the power, not him. Every piece of material was impeccable on his pressed suit, his shoes gleamed brighter than the sun, and not a single black hair was out of place on his head. This, this was how the devil walked the earth, a beacon of perfection in a world of filth.

"You're the devil!" a man shouted from atop a soapbox to his left.

He paused to look at the pseudo priest who was pointing a trembling finger in his direction, his long fingers reaching into his pocket to fetch a cigarette and a lighter. A puff of smoke left his soft pink lips after a moment and a wicked grin split his face beneath his black eyes. "Damn straight."

* * *

><p>"Hey Lucifer, it's Chloe- again," the female detective sighed into the phone clenched between her shoulder and cheek as she flipped through some photos on her desk at the precinct. "I know I upset you and I'm sorry for that but it's been two weeks and you haven't returned my calls and Maze won't let me in the elevator at Lux. Just- just give me a call. Please? We have a case that I could really use another set of eyes on."<p>

With a soft sigh she removed the phone from her ear and pressed the red end button before tossing it carelessly on her desk and leaning back to run her hands through her hair. It was bothering her, more than she'd like to admit, that Lucifer seemed to have dropped off the face of the earth. She hadn't heard anything from him, not a call or even a sighting by a tabloid magazine and it was worrying her.

She hadn't meant to hurt his feelings but he was taking this entirely too far, it wasn't her fault that she had a hard time trusting people. After all her mother had never been much of a mother at all and had let her down more than once, Dan had cheated on her, and not to mention all the cases of adultery and abuse the department had to deal with. Jaded was the first word that came to mind and she loathed that she had gotten a glimmer of hope and allowed herself to try to see a future with Lucifer.

"So stupid," she whispered to herself. Men like Lucifer weren't meant to carry on relationships, they were the one and done, the one night stand types. He had seemed to change so much though recently, finally thinking about others on occasion and sharing more of his thoughts and feelings. So what that she had made a mistake and wrongfully accused him, it was only a matter of time before it actually happened.

Not to mention the whole, '_I'm the Devil'_ thing.

What was frightening was that he truly believed it, truly thought he was a fallen angel. Had he given himself the scars to fit with his persona or had he suffered a mental break because of the scars and created a new personality? It was just too much to think about so she pushed it to the back of her mind and focused on her work.

Yes, the two seemed to be going on different paths, their once budding friendship seeming to wither in the recent days. Or it would have, if fate had not intervened.

* * *

><p>"You need to see this."<p>

Chloe looked up at her ex-husband and swallowed a groan; one woman could only deal with so much before she reacted. "Hit me."

Dan waved for her to follow and made his way through the bullpen to a private office, twisting and carefully avoiding all the other desks and officers milling about. As soon as they both entered the office he gently closed the door and grabbed a remote sitting on the table, his hands on the controls but his eyes on Chloe.

A video suddenly appeared on the screen showing a hooded figure shrouded in darkness, their voice distorted. "And the devil who had deceived them was thrown into the lake of fire and sulfur where the beast and the false prophet were, and they will be tormented day and night forever and ever." The video zoomed out and the figure moved out of the way to show a tall thin figure in a suit tied to a chair with a bag over his head. He was struggling and released a blood curling scream when someone in the background suddenly shot him in the stomach.

"Jesus Christ," Chloe whispered as the screen went dark. "Is that- no."

Dan shook his head, "We don't know. I sent uniforms over but the club is closed until seven and we can't get in touch with anyone. Have you tried to call him?"

Chloe's shaking hands clutched her phone tightly and she immediately dialed a familiar number for the second time that day. After only a few rings the phone went to voicemail. "Dammit! I have to go check on him, stay in touch and find out where the hell this video came from."

She didn't wait for a response, just rushed past him and out into the parking garage where she jumped in her car and squealed away. Her entire body was shaking with adrenalin, her hands twisting back and forth on the leather steering wheel. If Lucifer was hurt she- what? What would she do? Only this morning she had told herself she was done with the man yet here she was rushing to his aid, maybe there was more there than she realized.

Slamming the car in park she rushed out of the open door, struggling with the seatbelt for a moment but finally escaping it. Her feet pounded on the pavement, her hands reaching out to grab the handles of the back entrance to the club and swinging it open.

"Lucifer!" she called frantically and gasped when she saw glasses and bottles smashed on the floor in front of the bar. "No, no, no. Shit!"

"What's got your panties all twisted up? Obviously not me," a smooth male voice sounded from her left.

Chloe whipped around and just stared at the man she was here to check on. He was here, safe and sound sitting on the black piano bench without a care in the world. It was too much and even though she would deny it to the day she died, she let a few tears escape.

Lucifer watched her curiously from his spot but leapt up when she took in a shuddering breath and wiped at her eyes. "What in the world has you so upset? You're shivering like a leaf." Without any hesitation he gathered her up into a tight hug and pressed her head to his chest, his arms holding her in place. "Is it Trixie? Is your offspring alright?"

"Yes, Trixie's fine," she sniffed before shoving him away harshly. "What are you doing here?"

Lucifer laughed in disbelief, "I live here as you're well aware."

"No," she shouted before sucking in a few steadying breaths. "We got a video at the precinct, it was someone reciting a bible verse and they had someone behind them that they shot, and- and they looked just like you."

The devil frowned in confusion, "Well as you can see I'm quite alright. All parts accounted for, I assure you."

It was just too much, seeing him here just fine. "Why haven't you been answering my calls?"

"I thought we could use a bit of a hiatus," he explained stiffly. "I needed to regain my perspective." His head quirked to one side in an almost non-human way, "But it seems that all that perspective just flies out the window when you barge in." Not wanting to dwell and still feeling the slight burn from their last interaction he rolled up his sleeves and finished his drink. "Now what were you going on about? Someone made a movie with me in it? Was is salacious?"

"No," Chloe replied as she sank down into one of the luxurious couches in the club. "It was upsetting and- confusing. If it wasn't you in the video then the video could only have been sent as a warning." Her eyes lifted from the floor to his face. "Someone's out to get you."

"Well tell them to get in line," was his dry reply. "My dear brother just left, hence the reason half my inventory is on my marble floor. If he chipped it I'll rip the wings right off his bloody back."

Chloe looked back at the damage and grimaced, "He did this? Did you want to report him?"

"You humans and your laws. No, I'll deal with him myself."

The pair lapsed into an uncomfortable silence, both refusing to look at another. It was Chloe that couldn't hold it in any longer. "Look, I'm sorry for jumping to conclusions the other night but you way over reacted. I mean two weeks? I offend you and you don't talk to me for two weeks? If we're really partners, or friends, or whatever then you need to move on."

Lucifer's eyes narrowed dangerously, this is what the reason was for their recess from each other. She didn't control him, no one did. He was the Lord of the Underworld, the Light Bringer, the-

"I miss us."

-sucker for Chloe Decker. "Well I tried," he whispered under his breath.

"Fine, I apologize for my behavior. This whole _feelings_ thing is new to me and apparently I still have much to learn," he announced as he walked over and sat down next to the detective. "I'm quite used to doing what I want when I want to so this is- new."

"Thank you," she smiled, her hand grabbing his and squeezing.

Lucifer looked down at her small hand and twisted his so that their palms were touching. It was really amazing and truly frightening how she could so easily disarm him. No one had ever had this affect on him, in all of existence, yet this petite woman with the sharp tongue had managed to strip him down almost raw in just a matter of a couple months. Their fingertips met and Lucifer shifted his to fall between hers and marveled at the sight of their intertwined fingers. Something was pooling deep in him and even though he would like to say it was lust it was something more, something deeper.

"Chloe, I-" he broke off not knowing how to continue.

She nodded for him to continue and looked up at him earnestly, knowing he only said her given name when he was feeling truly vulnerable.

His other hand raised and smoothed a piece of her long blonde locks behind her ear before cradling her cheek, his thumb softly caressing under her beautiful green eyes. A soft huff of laughter left him, "Chloe Decker you have no idea how hard it is to restrain myself in your presence."

This was it, the moment Chloe had been waiting for but before she could get her fairy tale moment someone had to go and fuck it all up. Just as he had leaned down to press his lips to hers Maze had burst into the room with a panicked cry of, "Lucifer!"

The man had turned in confusion and fury to see why exactly his right hand had burst into the club and interrupted his private moment when he suddenly jolted forward.

People were shouting, Maze was throwing what looked to be knives, and Lucifer was staring at his detective in pure bewilderment. He pitched forward again and grabbed onto Chloe's shoulders, his breath coming in short hot pants against the smooth column of her neck. She pushed him back a little and grabbed his face, forcing his attention onto her. "Lucifer, what just happened?"

His eyes were growing unfocused but he smirked anyway, blood staining his normally perfect white teeth. "Well my dear, it seems you were correct. Someone is out to get me."


	4. Rebel Rebel

A/N: Thank you all for reading, reviewing, favoriting, and alerting, it truly means a lot to me! Also today's my birthday so if you want to get me something, you know since we're all friends here, maybe leave me a review? ;)

Song: Rebel Rebel by David Bowie

* * *

><p>Chloe tried to stem the panic that was threatening to over take her and tightened her grip on Lucifer as he slid bonelessly to the floor, blood spilling from his lips as he continued to try to laugh. "I think the universe is trying to tell us something love, too bad I always was a horrid listener."<p>

"Stop talking," she ordered as she ripped open his vest and dress shirt and looked for blood, her police instincts taking over. "Nothing anywhere, no blood, no wound. What hit you?" she wondered, her hands gliding over porcelain skin.

"Perhaps you should check in my slacks?" he grinned before coughing up more blood, his smirk finally slipping a fraction as his hands clenched in obvious pain.

Not knowing how to help him and knowing that the threat that caused Lucifer's injury was still around she covered him with her body and drew her weapon, her eyes quickly scanning the room. As a testament to how rough Lucifer was feeling he didn't even make a comment about her being on top of him. A scuffle could be heard from by the entrance but she couldn't see what was happening, a few seconds later Maze walked over to the pair sporting a split lip and looking grim. She dropped down to Lucifer's side and checked him over quickly with her eyes.

"I injured one but the other got away."

"Is that a curse I feel?" the devil coughed as he tried to sit up. "Someone's been reading."

Chloe forced him to stay down with a firm hand on his chest, "Don't move I'm calling 911."

Lucifer grabbed her wrist loosely and shook his head, "Just let it run it's course, it'll be over soon enough. Whomever cursed me didn't realize I'm actually the devil, it'll be through me in a bit."

"Um, no," Chloe scoffed and pulled out her phone to call a bus.

"You weren't paying attention," Maze seethed, her eyes boring into her master's. "You're too mortal to not pay attention. We shouldn't be here, you know that and this proves it!"

Lucifer looked rough but his eyes looked harder than ever. "I don't mind the odd remark, Maze, but don't you dare disrespect me," he wheezed.

Maze rolled her eyes and was unable to stop from whispering, "You've been a fool."

Lucifer suddenly sat up from the floor in a blur of motion and fisted Maze's black shirt, his eyes glowing red for only a millisecond as he jerked her forward in a show of remarkable strength. "You will not speak to me this way!" he bellowed.

Chloe couldn't help but fall back at his sudden movement but it was more than that, almost instinctual to get away. The lights flickered when he yelled, a bulb exploding on the other side of the club. The power rolling off of him was all consuming, it was like he himself was sucking all the light and air out of the bar and for the first time ever, Chloe felt almost afraid of him.

Maze looked like she was trying to bite her tongue off, expression overflowing with lust and admiration but also rage. "As you wish," she gritted out before standing and disappearing.

Lucifer let out a sharp breath and glared in the direction his bartender had gone before suddenly coughing and gagging slightly on more blood. "Damn curses, thrift store witches," he griped while falling back onto the floor. "Sassy demons and arsehole brothers. Damn the whole lot to hell."

He turned slightly and frowned at Chloe's expression. "Do I have something on my face? Besides ichor, obviously?"

"No, no," she whispered before clearing her throat and speaking louder. "That was just uh- intense."

He held her eyes in something akin to defiance, "Yes well someone's got to keep her in line."

"Are you breathing ok?" she asked when he rolled onto his side and hacked again before spitting a scary amount of blood onto the floor.

He nodded, "Fine, feels like a bloody nose that won't stop." She shot him a flat look and he continued with a sheepish look. "And like all my organs are trying to escape from their confines but that's all, and who doesn't love a little pain?"

"Most people?" she countered. "Oh God, are you going to start talking about S&M?"

"Would you like me to?"

* * *

><p>It was Dan who burst into the club first and he froze at the strange and intimate scene. Lucifer was lying on the ground pointing to the ceiling talking about how 'bloody dusty' it was and tracing his finger absently across Chloe's palm. The latter was sitting down right next to his head and holding a bloody tissue in her other hand, using it to wipe away some of the viscous material from his lips. An EMT pushed past the frozen detective knocking him back into reality. He trotted down the steps and walked over to Chloe who was standing up and letting the EMT's work.<p>

"What happened?" Dan questioned.

Chloe looked wrecked, pushing her hair back and wiping her hands up and down her face. "We were just sitting and talking when he suddenly fell forward and started coughing up blood. He has no marks, no nothing. It's weird but it won't stop. There's two suspects, one escaped and one is out cold in the front entrance."

"Who got the suspect?"

She smiled wryly, "Lucifer's ninja bartender, Maze."

Dan nodded and pulled her into a hug in a show of not only concern but also possessiveness. His mouth thinned to a line when she shrugged him off and walked back to Lucifer who was now on a stretcher and seemingly charming the hell out of the two male EMTs. Only Lucifer could still be attractive and flirting while spitting up half his blood. After taking a moment to pick up the shattered pieces of his ego he approached the nightclub owner.

"Ahh, Detective Douch, come to kick me while I'm down? Now's your chance, best not waste it," he wheezed pathetically.

The man rolled his eyes, "What happened?"

Lucifer grinned maliciously, "You mean before or after Detective Decker finally succumbed to my devilish charm?"

"It's like you want me to hit you," Dan muttered.

Lucifer cocked his head in curiosity, "Do you wake up and give yourself a douche pep talk? Be the best douche you can be?"

"Ok," Chloe interrupted before either could really get going. "Dan you can take his statement at the hospital, Lucifer I'll see you there." She turned to begin to process the scene but a cold hand latched onto her wrist stopping her forward motion.

"You're going to leave me at these two chaps mercy? All by my lonesome?" Lucifer rasped. "What if they want to have their wicked way with me? I am terribly hard to resist."

She nodded and grabbed his hand, "I have to help here, I'll be by as soon as I'm done and for some reason I feel like you're more of a threat to them than vice-versa."

"Touché," he replied before looking at the EMTs again. "I'm getting bored already so tell me boy, what is your deepest desire, hmmm?"

* * *

><p>By the time Chloe arrived at the hospital it was well into the evening, the sky black and the hallways quiet and empty. Her shoes clicked loudly in the corridor and she subconsciously tried to walk softer to lessen the abrasive noise. Approaching the nurses station she looked around and frowned at the fact that she couldn't find anyone. Her fingers tapped on the counter a few times and she even softly called out, "Hello?"<p>

"So weird," she mumbled. Figuring she had nothing to lose she began to wander around looking for anyone that could help her. Giggling from a room at the very end of the hallway caught her attention and she peeked around the corner and rolled her eyes at the rooms occupants. Lucifer was sitting on a hospital bed with his arms behind his head watching television while four nurses giggled at his commentary.

Chloe leaned against the doorway and crossed her arms, "Why does this not surprise me?"

The way Lucifer's face transformed from bored to child like excitement made her heart skip a beat. "Detective!"

She entered the room and stared at all the other women, clearing her throat and waiting while they all reluctantly left the room. Finally alone Chloe walked over and dropped into a chair next to the bed, "Why aren't you in a hospital gown?"

He looked down at his black slacks and a white t-shirt, even wiggling his bare toes. "I don't _do_ gowns detective. My pants were fine but my shirt and vest were ruined, someone decided to rip all the buttons off," he finished with a pointed stare.

Chloe couldn't help but crack a smile, "What'd they say? I'm assuming you're fine since you're here watching the Price is Right reruns."

"First off shut your yap because this show is a treasure trove of greed. Secondly, internal hemorrhaging, no known cause. Apparently a curse isn't a recognized ailment in 21st century America," he smiled casually.

Her eyebrows knitted together, "So they don't know what caused it?"

"I'm sorry, am I having trouble enunciating today?" he snarked. "I. Was. Cursed." Seeing her expression he huffed and sat up, tossing the remote down. "Enough chit chat, take me home."

She stretched and leaned back in the chair, unsuccessfully stifling a yawn. "I'm exhausted, can you call Maze?" Her eyes opened blearily at the lack of response and she jerked when two hands landed on her shoulders from behind, how had he moved so fast?

"Better yet," he whispered softly, his lips sinfully close to her ear. "How about I drive you home seeing as it is my fault you've been up for nineteen hours straight and I feel just dreadful about it?"

"And you're doing this out of the goodness of your heart?" she asked flatly.

"Of course!" he smiled while grabbing her keys from a nearby table. "And if you feel so inclined to thank me for my hospitality than please don't refrain on my behalf."

"Mmhhhmm," she muttered sleepily.

* * *

><p>Chloe blinked a few times, fighting against the harsh morning light and smiled at how relaxed she felt. "Wait," she said to the empty room before jumping up and looking down at herself. "Clothes, clothes are good." She padded quickly across her room and down the hallway, quickly descending down the stairs to where she could hear voices.<p>

"Lucifer?" Trixie questioned from her spot at the kitchen table.

The man dropped another pancake onto her plate and pointedly stared down at her. "What?"

"Are you my friend?"

Lucifer set down the take-out box and took a seat across from Chloe's daughter. "I traumatized another spawn for you. Even though I don't trust you, yes I suppose someone could very loosely use the term to describe our relationship."

Trixie nodded, pleased with the answer before again asking, "Lucifer?"

"What?" he snapped, holding the 't'.

"Do you like my mommy?"

Lucifer leaned forward and looked at her intensely, her expression far too innocent. "I'm here feeding her offspring when I could be at home sleeping in my high rise apartment, yes I like your mother. She's a puzzle I have yet to solve." He suddenly grinned widely. "Do you know what I really like about your mother? The way her mouth-"

"Good morning!" Chloe announced and walked swiftly into the kitchen with a glare.

Lucifer leaned back and smiled, "What big ears you have detective."

"The better to hear you with and what are you doing here?" Her eyes took in the breakfast on the table and she looked at him again. "Did you make breakfast?"

The look on his face could only be described as _offended_. "Of course not, what kind of devil do you think I am? Lucifer Morningstar does not cook. I stopped and picked up breakfast for you and your offspring so the poor dear wouldn't starve. It's after eleven."

"Well isn't that domestic of you," she deadpanned around a piece of bacon she had plucked from her daughter's plate. "And Trixie how are you back already? The sitter was supposed to wait for me to call her."

"I called Lucifer mommy," Trixie interrupted. "He met me here."

"Yes I did," he smirked before standing and straightening his jacket. "Well I best be off, Maze and I have a few things that need discussed," he announced, his finger tips barely ghosting across Chloe's lower back. He smirked as she shivered and softly whispered, "I shall see you later Chloe."


End file.
